[A FARM CHRISTMAS.

' pan of hickorynuts, vould have been more !
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fare shows thr,‘t' a juiey red pippin,
avceptable ¥Yaan “all these smothering €al- 'l
lals!” as the Westerner dubs the umplvil

|

“If our Christmas <kip had only come

i .
in!” he remarked. and with a fixesd stare at |
{ 2 vomeade who had just come from town |

—n stare with 2 wink in it—he observes:
Perkins?”

“That's what,” is nodded.

All hands look savage at this, Christ-
mas cheer was on its way to lhem—*of}
that they had been &dvised by way of |
Hong Kong a week since—but the steany |
er was cverdue, probably delayed by a
storm, and their holiday cheer from heme |
mizht not arrive till New Year's day, !

&1, as Grinnell watches the West- ‘
erner and observes him mere than once !
gaze covertly in the direction of the cor- |
durey camp road, he woenders if he s not |
nursing some spirited surprise that he
will spring later on, i

The stories begin, and soon all are en-
(me man telis of a Christimas at |
Indinn-beleagorred fort, |

rrossed,

a far Western

1 where the event of the day was the steal- |
1 . - J 1
inz of the only wild turkey in knowledge f
|

!

from a sportsman savage. Another Lad
ween 94 in Alpska, where a keg of frozen
Gder was the only reminder of home, A
1hird deseribed the best Christmas dinnes
he had ever eaten, and all n‘.nut}m witler-
e, and here there is an uproar.

The sound of enmberseme wheels eclioes

Fi—=aven

Beaeath the siar sirewn

The shopherds vighl kept:
While hushied 1o rest about them

The worid in silence slept.
Then burst the anthem Holy,
White Hopven's zates flung wide,
Flocdod the earth with zlors
On that first Christmastide.

With holy exaoltation
The angels sane the birth
Of Christ, the King of Glory.
Wiho came 2 babe 1o earth,
Peace, pesce, oo ecarth forever,
And sweet goodd will to me?
While all adown the ages
SHI rings the joyous sirain

Oh, Holy Babe, King Jesus!
The long vears come and go
Like sunlight's checkered shadows,
With real mingled woe,
Into our hearis, we pray Thee,
Come Thou, and there abide,
In roval measure grant us
Thy peate this Christmastide,
~—Mra. George Paull.

IN THE PHILIPPINES.

HRISTMAS, 1898, is
near. The American
sentry on patrol duty
; hefore the long row of
:;-*‘_‘.",;,‘é tents and frame quar-
R ~ ters just ountside of
oo Manila  paces  the
(R JAN SN =
monaotonons round in
= a lazy, languid way—
even  the  jests  of
croups gathered here
and there directed at
him or audible to him fail to arouse either
interest or response,

He is ithinking of home, is Pieree Grin-
nell, this sturdy, hardy soldier hoy whae
had gone to Aguinaldo’s land to upheld
the flag and help retain the glories which
Dewey had won—home and the approach-
ing Christmas,

It is the barder to bear the memory of
the olden Yuletide, heeause there is absent
in camp as in the nearby Philippine cap-
ital all that preparation, anticipation en-
semble that in the poorest village of his

native land blossoms forth at  holiday
time—onee a year only, maybe, but once
a year— magically, mightily — Merry

Christmas!

He came off duty looking more bored
than wearied, and lingers for a moment
where an animated group are piling up
boxes, [u'_'_;' rofise,

“A year age,” a zrizzled plainsman is
saying, “there was ten feet of snow at
IPort Cuaster, and 3

“You didnt belong to the army of occu-
pation then!™ hreaks in a suggestive voice,

“Ocenpaton? I eall this gentlemanly
leisare!™ was rotorted tartly., “(luif.'—sn::'.
fellows! I'd give a week's rations to have
just to remind me of home, and
snow, and real Christmas weather! Pile
those boxes straizhit, boys;  now then,
vriss-eross the loes™

“What are you about here, anyway ?”
inguired young Grinnsll a little earionsly.

“What are we about? Why!”

a chill

stares

GRINNELL'S HEALRT THUMPED MIGHTILY

the Weoesteran ', & .;[- :!Fi-]‘:r]|[.isf' "(‘i”‘i_gi.
2Alns ;.:.-p-.r;;z,i.:n;g Ut l_‘lllii'.‘iv-:”

Thae voung soldier ssiniles, half sadly.
"I don't see any Christmas Gwees, or

bollv, or wax candles, or

“Mar wont!” comes ¢he terse interrump-
flen. SOl we're gotne 1o make the hest

I=I$;fj' .'.T‘i! we Lnow how when the date
ATTIY S,

B Andd 1hat is

"Fo binld a roarings campfive first,”

“Tan't the  oling nggarally
oenough far

“Never o mind! We're geing to build
a resular georcher—wrap blankets around
us, huddle up s#x if we were frozen to
death, imagine we're sut on thoge gl-lori-
ous plains where a fellow ean always feel
Christmas, if be don't see much of it—
aml tell stories about Inst year, and the
yvegr before, and ihe years when the zozu-
lurs had some kind of a holiday, evey if
it wes a ragged one.

The silicer of the day smiles indolgentiy
on the ggrbulent infraction of camp rules,
and the ealonel and staff appesar to hand
fn their cone-ibution—a box, not & box of
digars,

There are pincapples, cocoanuts, bana-

warm

Yot !

| — there is the snap of a whip, and, wav-

i ine his whip sud yelling to his mules, into

l camp bursts the negro driver of the comn-
MISSHTY wWagon.

‘ “Fi. dah!" he zrinz, *“am dis Camp
Jawge Columbus Christopher Washing-

j ton?”

| “You know it is. yon rascall” roared the

] esterner, springing to his feet, aglow,

| »Out with it! the steamer is in?"”

E “She am, sah. T waited. sah, as yo'm

| dureckted. Diah’s a pahceel foh de camp

| Chrishmns consignment hab arriv-

|

W
{

1.

ant
en !

“Whoop!”

Pandemonium breaks loose. Over the
camp spreads the news. Half-dressed men,
riotous runners, make for the campfire, as
np to it, straining mightily under the
heavy load of erates and boxes and bar-
rels, puff and pant the mules with their
(‘hristmas store of remembrances.

Iven the camp dogs raliy to the ecall of
ihe tumult, Then, surrounded by a press-
ing, eager crowd, the Westerner mounts
{he load, hatehet in hand.

11 pries open those “pahcels,” he be-
zins to deliver them. Hearts gladden, lips
quiver, eyes sparkle—even in the far-
away Philippines Christmas had come!

“Pierce  Grinnell"—with tremulous
hzinds the sonng soldier receives his pack-
age, and steps back a bit from the crush
to inspect it.

Ah! it is glorious to be remembered!
There is a Bible from mother, a watch
from father, a dozen handkerchiefs from
1G-year-old sister Sue, a cookie, ribbon-
fied, caraway-dotted, from G-year-old
Nell—"all eooked by my own self”’—and—
another parcel.

The soldier boy’s heart thumps mightily.
Well does e know who sent this last. It
is a response to a question that the loneli-
ness of the camp, time to think over how
dear pretty, winsome Claire Rushton at
home is to him—a homely, blunt, “Claire,
when this *Spanish war’ is over, will you
‘have me? ™

Grinnell opens the package—a pair of
dainty home-knit mitts, What in the
world does he want of mitts in the Lroil-
ing Filipino country! Still, the good in-
tent is there.

Then his finzer tips tingle and tremble
20 as he feels a tiny note in one of the
mitts, that he drops everything to the
ground.

Nell's eookie must have eaught the sniff
of a hungry camp dog. It makes a bolt,
misses the cookie, and grabs up and runs
off with—the mitts with the note in them.

“Stop him—sto-o-op him!”

“What is it?”

“11i, the robber!”

A erowd “eatches on” to the appalling
mishap. There is pursuit. They corner
tlie canine, but not until he has torn up
ol 1aitt.

“Why, there's a note in here!” torments
the reseuer of half one mitt, and Grinnell
devours a torn fragment of dainty, scented
letter paper.

“I won't have—""

That is what hLis blurred sight reads,
and his heart falls,

“Hey, Grinnell—here's the other half!™

The poor fellow puts the two pieces of
paper together.

“I won't have anybody but you!”

There is the sentence, complete. De-
spite himself, the happy soldier boy ut-
tered a fervent, relieved yell of delight,

“What's bit you—a tarantula?”
mands a staring comrade.

“No!"” shrewdly guesses the jolly West-
erner, reading between the lines—"Santa

Claus!”

de-

Satisfying Him.

“I have called.” said the captious eritie.
“to find out what reason you can give for
representing the New Year as a nude
small boy.”

“That is done,” responded the art edi-
tor, “because the year does not get its
close till the 31st of December.”

Then the captious critic went out and
broke his nice new pledge.—Indianapolis
Journal.

At Bethlehem.

The children at Bethlehem are told by
their mothers that on Christmas Eve a
choir of angels always sings above the
place where Christ was born. Travelers
say that on this evening scores and some-
times hundreds of children may be seen
in the open air looking up to the sky, wait-
ing to hear the angels sing.

Yule Cakes.

Yule dough, a kind of baby or little
image intended to represent the child Je-
stig, made of paste, was formerly baked at
Christmas and presented by bakers to
their customers *“in the same manner as
the chandlers gave candles,” They are
atill ealled Yule cakes in the county of
Durham, England,

An Unusual Honor.
“Do you expect to have a good time on
Christmas?"
“You bet! My wife has invited me to
take dinner at her elub.”—New York Her-
ald.

The Young ldea.
Bobhie—I"apa says Santa Claus leaves
more things at the big houses.
Freddie—Of course he does.
got bigger chimneys.—Judge.

They've

Pleasure an 1 Pain.
When we go to a Christmas party,
And curns are the worst of our woes,
We obhject. not to “‘ringe on our fingers,”
But we do to the "belles on our toes.”

STORY OF THE DAY'S CELEBRA-
TION IS TRULY TOLD.

“Steamer probably delayed, yon told me, | Momentous Preparations for the Lin- | in’!

ner of Dinners—And Finally the-

Party at Farmer Hawkins' on 'l:hnt
Memorable Christmas Eve.

r HE week
, Christmas,
killing is over. all
the turkeys are
dressed and sent to
town.  Suppressed
excitement rules in-
side the house and
ont. Extra hands
are husy i

last bit of

: 1
YAl L husking, Bumjp.
— 7 -

hefore

oves Ui

L& L H

& 7 bump, the wazon

& moves slowly over

the frozen gronnd.

{ T'wo stalwart fellows in jean trousers,

| ducking coits and wooleit comforters fol-

P low the wagon, keeping ep a continions

With

trees,

fire of cars of corn into 1{,:- hiox,

cathering thoughts of Christmas

fore noon the wazon hed is Glted. Fhamb
stalls and husking pegs are mneh in
mand. The boys all around the Kitchen
fire at night nursing blisterad thumbs amd
awkwardly sewing finger stalls of duill-
ing, donhle in thickness and fasieneid on
the hands seeurely with leather strings,

= Clare ter gondness hits nuff ter p'voke
er saint, hit is dat,” declaves the old col-
oredd anntie, “Da’s dem cookies, bunt to
a plum erisp an’ me can’t git to de oven

i?’i‘uuull “Ole Sorrel's”

H G|

play parties, dances and taffy pullings,
the husking grows furions, and twice he- |

*dout trompin on somebody’s corns. Da's |

neck and siiding
down her forelegs to the ground. He is
riding bareback.

“Our folks is goin’ to give a party!” he
l announnced.

“When?" shout Bob and the others, in
great excitement.

“Night 'fore Chris'mas: 'n I'm
round to tell ever'body, right this morn-

S
{  *Play party?”’

“Yep! DPa says he don’t care fer 'em
Jdanein’, but ma says ‘at you have to take
An’

‘up the earpets, er have 'em ruint.

| then, ma says she don’t know as it's right
for church members.”

Tom's invitation, delivered with many
must be

siure to

ie=uranees that “Yon

N FIDDLER LIKE HIM.

come:; we'll -:i“ be a lookin® for you,” cre-

sios no small commotion af by honse,

Before the day is over it is known that |

the party will e a big affair,
Christmas eve finally comes,
neighborhood is azog.

goin’ |

The whaole
In the course of

Tllp."‘ while everybody shoves hia chair
back against the side of the wall to clear
the center of the floor. ““T'wa-ang, scr-i-

| ape, tweedle, leedle, leedle, le-e,” goes the
fiddle. while Unecle Ben screws his face
into a thousand wrinkles. Sometimes, of

| late, the Hills boys hive furnished the |

musie for the parties, much to the disgust
lof Unele Ben. He declares that “wen
dem boys gits hole o” one o dem new fai-
, A

| gle gityars an' anodder one on ‘em goes |
| slap-e-ty bang on Miss Hawkins' pisnner, |
gtan’ on

kit "em jis® nuff ter mek yo' har
en’. "Tain no mo lak music dan beatin’
on er dish pan.”

As 12 o'clock approaches everybody is
alert to get everyhody else’s Christmas
gift. This ceremony being over, the party
breaks up, the youns folks race home, ol
bie and little hang up their stockings i
frout of the freplace.

THE FIRST CHRISTMAS GIFT.

Make Yonr Gift a Pure One, ond Give
it with Love,

“If you had the wealth of the workl yoi
could not equal that first Christinas il
1\\'1'i:<-.~‘ wth Ashmore in an article on
|

Les@zipls and Their Christines-Giving,” in
the Ladies’ Home Jonrnal
| only imitate it by making your
1 love,

to share, this Christinastide, w

“Anpd you can
#ift a pure
You want
faith.

one, sl giving it wil

vour hape amd your « harity with those you

|]n\v. You want to make your very ‘good- |
| morning” tell of that good mosning that

came so many hidred years azo when
| the little Child first wakened on this earth,
You wint to think of the zifts that were
{ brought to ITim they typified.
[ Yon want to have yvour heart full of joy.
[ amd love, fuil that 1t wiil

what

anad

gl hope —=so

brim over and the rest of the world share

it with You want te teil, in
speech and in yonr eyes, and

heart, of the gladness of the time,

YViiil,
from

You

your

Noar

want to make this «ladness go onut to some

one who is in griof,

| when yon must needs give of your good

WHEN SANTA CLAUS IS PRESIDENT.

These are the days §

- \i
\\\\ hl‘lill'h{' ;
N \ CQ\\.\\:E‘\&'W h‘

5

dem pigs’ feet in de ashes need scrapin’
dese two houahs! Git out o heah! Ef
yo' des tek yvosefs off, soon's I get er min-
nit's peace, I mek yo' fawty 'leven fingah
stalls.”

As this is what the boys have all been
waiting to hear they troop out instantly,
making a mental memorandum of “‘neck-

erchers” and bandana “head han'ker-
chers” which Aunt Maria wants for
Christmas.

By 5 o'clock the next morning, while the
stars are still shining, the wagons rattle
off to the fields. The jolly face of the
country sun lights up myriads of frost
diamonds hung on the sparse spears of
vellow grass. Along the roads wagons
pass in the distance, noiselessly, silhouet-
ted against the sky like toy vehicles,
drawn by toy horses.

Inside the farmhouse everything is in
bustling confusion. The blinds of the
spare room have been drawn up to let in
a flood of bright winter sunshine. Dis-
trict school has elosed for the holidays.

raising, helping pare apples, siyly steal-
ing cake dongh, and watching the san-
snge as it is ground out from the sansage
mill in strings.

“Ho. ho!” the youngsters suddenly
shout in chorus.  “Yonder comes Tom
Hawkins, riding up the lane on "Ole Sor-
rel,” full tilt.”

g% and oranges, Iyt wore than one wry
J

The children are in the kitchen stoning |

Tom dismounts by putting his arms!licking games. Uncle

BRING:NG HOME THE TREE.

the afternoon the girls in the various
homes lay out every bit of finery to be
worn to the party. The boys are not for-
gotten by their sisters. Their conts and
trousers, white satin ties, boiled shirts,
are all put out on the bed in easy reach.
Aunt Maria shines the shoes until yon can
see yourself on their polished surfaces.
The boys, in a home-made sleigh, are off
for the girls, sometimes five or six miles
away. The girls at the house wait for
their beaux, who come likewise from the
neighboring houses or from the little
towns near by. “Zip, sip, ha, ha, hurrah,”

folks bound for the party. The sled is a
long one, with a wagon box mounted on
the eross-beams. Three or four wagons

equip the sleigh. The hed of the box is
filled with hay, which keeps everybody’s
feet warm. Away the sled whirls, taking
a short eut across the hottoms, running
counter to rocks and logs under the snow,
and almost spilling the whole party ont.
Out in the open road another sleizh turns
| in at the crossing ahead. This is the sig-
nal for a race. The horses know it, and
sive a bound that brings the two wagon
hoxes abreast of each other.

The party is in full swing by 8 o'clock,
and supper is served by 10, Old Unele
!an furnishes the musie for “snap,”
“Weevilly Wheat,” and all the other rol-

and up comes a sled with a dozen young |

have been stripped of their spring seats to |

}en begins to “tune |

|thin;;s. and among all your possessions
there is nothing so good as a belief in
God and a hope for the future. That was
what the little Child came to tell about.
Surely the Christmastide is the feast of
all others that appeals to women, and as
the story is told again and again by the
bells as they ring. by the carols as they
are sung, by the preacher from the pulpit,
we know that ‘Unto us a Child swas born,”
and peace and good will reign all over the
land. Let peace and good will be in vour
heart, and from you ther will go and
spread all over the land. It is to the wom-
en, thank God, that the happiness of the
|('il!‘i.‘-‘-tlll::‘<li|]t- specially comes, And wom-
en are generons, else one of themw never
wonld have given her Son to die that all
might live. She gave to all the world her
only Son—the gift that meant eternal
life.”

Lord of Misrule.
Itown to the reign of Henrs

occasiontlly since, a “Lond ol
was appointed to dire:st
of the English court d
| He presided over the festivities, prepared
the games, directed the and
that the court was kept properiy aninses
during Christmas week., The oflice was
highly bonorable, znd  th
.‘t“r-‘l'?ll"" Wi
nobleman wh-

Invishly m

VIEL.. and
AMisrule™
the anmsemenss

ing tie holidays

SPOTTS, SR

; :-u::r-.lri--l‘ml
“Lord of

wealthy

generally  son
Fas wiliing 1o
spend promoting 1]

saictivs of the court. It is of record that
during thie reign of Eilizabeth, Essex, s
“Lord of Misrule,” spent in one Christ-

£3.000) of

Hnioney

IS Sedison His WD HORey i

the eourt games,
His Sad Fat-.

“IKind sir.” sald the hegsnr, Cwill b
aid me? CGnee | was worih 3500600, 13
[ now | am penniless, <ir””
; “What ruined yon gsked ilojrek,

"I:nl_‘ ing Chrisimas resi
o Therennen Hojunek save the mau a el
» knew bow it was himself.

|
I A Feast in Frospect.
! Wigrles—How are you fixed for Chris'-
mas?

Wageles—Right in elover, 1
play dat I was de champion all-'round eat-

up =2

Mmztader

or in de northwes’ and dey’s got
match fur me.

She—I wish Christmas really was a sea-
son of general peace and good will. He—
Well, it might be if somebody hadn't in-

CHRISTMAS TROTH.

HE old gray bell In
the old grayY
tower
[« ringing so glad-
iy aeross the
TOwn,
the
Jdaxwn,

red, 1'?(1
ke a
shaken flower,
ssatters the

Andd

(hristmas glory

iy, |P light of
2 | sacre a

TOrn

(if the day when
e sdear Lord
t‘hrilst was
LBOTr:

b the sweet of
ihe winter alr,

When it's COrist

wliero

Christnias eyvers

Hidas,

{ Let's hie away 1o the ehureh, ney Latk

Ti+ the deny, Sray churcii wib
| dles shine : _ N
VP breathe a0 prayer wal he: 2 8O

I'd eateh a prayer fro L hosi
v, lave, love -and (1S

Armd vou aud I in the charen 1o
! Sweet the bowing, aml biest the prayer,
Fer it's Chrl S every-

pristnins (L

wlhere!

Pear Lomb, what =ift (Lo buast sen us
twitin
To plindge our iroth on 13 I day
Oh oy that s almost Ko < i
Ol Tove moere aered] Lhe as 1 81 -.
Flopre whers the eamdics i so white,
Heres where the haolls i=teas hright
j Make the heat of Ui Iy
Chelst-like aluways and ey where

! $ames Biekh
! -

! N=W YEAR'S IN EUROPZ
Ir -

- Doy Holids 2 Prominent Place 1o
the lopular C:ieandar,

In Earope New Year's day holds a
| prominent place in the popular calendar.
| For many eenturies past it hus been the
| custam of northern pat ta watch the

of the old and the

el
coinz ol VEnr coming
drations of mer-
FAre ciase
Englich family fails to sit cp om
the old vesr with a few
intimate vl itine the stroke of
the midnight hour. The iday s
ed by a few visits among pearest relatives
bt mast particalar-
eatherings in the

in of the sew with demon

viteent apd conviviality, It isa
o1 » 1 |
LIdIE il

the last night of

I
e, W

observ-

s iniimate friends,
Iy by festive family
evenings. The custom of pres-
ents on New Year's day bhas Lecome al-
mast obsolete in England., That is
almost entirely confined (o Chri<timas day.
The observance of New Year's day
fell almost into oblivion, with the

exception of the few sinjde re

Hieing

HOW

a8 a
holiday
nembrances
li-'i_‘;
“hank

hiit even that 1s

mentioned aboave, In hasiness life | hie

leal  holiday
holiday.” as they eall it
A LB &l T . S
coufined almost exelusively to large
The retail trade i riterd on

.~\' L B
every other day of the

E:c ililf“"l'\'l"l.' M |

whole-
sale houses,
as briskiy as on ]
Year.

The first day of the yvear is observed in

France in a very different way, particu-
larly in Paris. where to this day the ecns-
tom of giving presents is kept op with
surprising vigor. The sireets of the beau-

tiful capital present a very lively and pie-
i':'tfl:'u rabie
riazes, from the hamble one Borse cab to
the elegant landau, with liveried servants,
drawn by fery stecds, crowd every thor-
onghfare. They are filled with well-dress-
ed men and loaded with feagrant flowers,
Large social gatherings, balls and recen-
tion=, public and -private, hring the
picions day to a festive conelusion.

turesque appesrance, CHr-

als-

In Germany ealls are ade among rela-
tives and intimate friends only, exeept
that in the ponderons bureanergtic system
of Germany Government officer is
expected to call on somebody above him
in rank. Presents are not exchanged on
New Year's dayv—that is exclusively ¢on-
fined to Christmas day.

As Rome gave the name to the fArst
month in the calendar year, so Rome also
gave the custom of making presents on
the first day of the year. A very innocent
little pastime it was in the beginning, but
in these days of modern ideas it has ex-
panded and is expanding until now the
muost valuable and elaborate gifts are nsed
as an exchange of friendly sentiment.

(G ) “ry

Mistletoe and Christmas.

The connection of mistletoe with Christ-
mas is a very curious one, and far from
being a general one. Literature is, per-
haps, mainly responsible for it, in that
allusions to a eustom—in a great degree
purely local—have made a large number
of persons interested in the plant. It
moreover, scems that the ensiom of U‘«ill,‘.{
it in Christmas decorations depends nﬁ
two considerations—first, its evergreen
hahit; and second, the veneration In which
it was held by the Druids.

The reasons wmentioned have no doubt
done much to secure for the mistletoe the
place which in reeent times it has held in
Christmas festivities, but it is not so uni-
versally honored at Yuletide as the holly,
Yon may have a very Merey "EITI_\'I(H{;S
withont any mistletoe at all, Lot to the
majority of the people a Christmos with-
out a sprig or two of holly wonld searcely

seem to be Christmas at all,

Disappointment.
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| @ New Yeor's present. Ain't yer glad ?

troduced the custom of giving Christiras
presents.—Puck.

He—Naw!
She—Did yer want a
He—Naw., [ Jdidn't

nor no Ssister ne

bradder
wler, I wanted a Gightin”

dorg #n” a pair o skates!—Life.

Want o

An Aid to Merriment.

“My dear,” satd Mr, Darley to his wife
“I have decidaed to have Merry (:;ll'i:«-i:
mas this vear.” ’ ‘

“I am very giad to hear that, love®

“With that purpose in view.” Mr. Dar-
ley went on, I have decided not to go
with you at all while you are doing yeur
Christinas shopping.”
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